42                    FEVER, FAMINE, AND GOLD
It was a country already rich in such bigger game
as jaguars, tapirs, ocelots, and the like; but, unless
one is out to hunt them, it is surprising how few
can be seen.
No little time was lost in retrieving the dog
Napo, who needed but a movement in the brush
to be over the side and away, splashing water over
everyone in the immediate vicinity. Whether ashore
or afloat we carried on a constant war against the
myriad flies, gnats, and mosquitoes that defied
tobacco smoke, or anything else. Shoals had to be
waded, and once we were forced to stop before a
large tree which had fallen across the river and
through which we literally had to chop a passage.
It was a far cry from anything we had seen here-
tofore, a plunging, racing stream one moment and
a sluggish, brackish backwater the next, eerie in
its solitude and vaguely awe-inspiring in the
immensity of the surrounding territory.
Not a living person did we see nor any evidences
of humans; yet I felt sure that this was true only of
the Rio Villano. Farther down on the Curaray we
would find Zaparos aplenty, according to what I
had been told in New York and Ecuador.
It was around midday that a remarkable thing
happened which, had I not seen it with my own
eyes, I would have found hard to believe. A short
distance ahead was a slender green snake swim-
ming leisurely across the river from one bank to
another. As we drew nearer, he headed straight